- CHAPTER X
Irving's production of Macbeth and Sir Arthur Sullivan's music. Irving*s
lecture at Owen's College. "Damn my Manchester friends"! Miss de
Silva and I are married. Our rooms in Cockspur Street. Their Baronial
furnishing. Life strictly organised. Our dogs and Frank Goodall.
UPON our return to the Lyceum, rehearsals were
immediately started for Irving's second revival of
Macbeth. This was produced at the end of December.
My part was "Donalbain" who, in the Lyceum Acting
Version, had about three lines. With this, I doubled
the almost equally small part of " Caithness.55
I am wishing now that I had such command of words
as would bring vividly before your eyes that glorious
series of pictures through which Cattermole, with his
armour and weapons, Mrs. Comyns Carr with her
costumes, Hawes Craven and Telbin with their scenery,
and Irving with his wonderful feeling for "tone" in
lighting, made up the scenes of rugged, barbaric splen-
dour in this production. I ask those who saw and
remember it to say if any stage pictures have ever
surpassed the final view of the Blasted Heath in Scene 3
when the troops which followed the exit of Macbeth
and Banquo streamed across the stage in irregular
groups reddened by the lurid rays of a stormy twilight,
to the skirl of Arthur Sullivan's wild march? Or the
entrance to Macbeth's Castle when Ellen Terry as
Lady^ Macbeth strode down the slope from the black
yawning portals, after the heavy portcullis had been
heaved up^lighted by the great torch flares held high
by her gillies, welcoming the gentle Duncan to that
murderous keep with words of poisonous honey drop-
ping from her great red, cruel mouth? Look at
Sargent's picture of her in the Tate Gallery. Read
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